REMINISCENCES
foolishness could distract him from his work, the pivot of
t   *     i»r»	*
his life.
Once when he came to visit his father he met Dusya.
She was standing by the well turning the creaking handle
as she drew up the bucket, and flushed as she saw
Danilov coming. He greeted her, asked how she was.
She was now twenty-five, the same age as Danilov, not
particularly pretty,' though fresh and healthy; but the
main thing was that her blue eyes fastened on his face
held such a shy gladness that lie was touched. "She'd
make a good wife," he thought.
In the evening he visited the miller, and a week later
he was in the village again, gathered up Dusya and her
box with all the carefully folded frocks and blouses—
collected over long years for her trousseau—took her to
the district town and directly to the registry office. From
there she went straight to his rooms and began house-
keeping—cooking dinner, washing the windows and
shaking out her clothes in the yard to rid them of the
smell of moth-balls, while he went to the district execu-
tive committee, where there was urgent business waiting
for him.
That was how they lived—he worked, went to meet-
ings, and travelled, while she kept house. Their relations
held nothing of the sweet force that had drawn him to
Faina, his heart never beat faster, never once did he
hurry home to see Dusya sooner. When friends came to
visit him, he sat at table, the master of the house, talked
to the guests and pressed food upon them, while Dusya
handed things round. He liked to have everything clean
and shining, he liked to find a hot dinner waiting for
him, whatever time he might get home, Dusya tried
to have everything as he wanted it, and to spread
out his small earnings so that they should cover
everything—good food, good clothes, something to offer
guests....
Sometimes his conscience pricked him when he saw
how hard she had to work, and those pricks made him
angry with her—as the cause of it.

